TUMBLING  IN  THE   HAY
There must be something wrong somewhere, for
I could have told him that myself and added that
"Reproduction is the beginning of Death," as old
Thompson says; but before he gets the idea that I
have a vulgar imagination I must put up a bit of
scrap, a philosophical resistance, if I express myself
clearly, and develop an " honest doubt" about
Hegel.
" Does he allow immortality at all ?"
" I will answer that, if I may, by asking you another
question: Do you believe in the immortality of your
earthly body ?"
" I can't say I do." I was a bit out of training,
anyway, lately.
"And would it not be grotesque to suppose the
everlasting continuance of the mentality which is
determined by the physical characteristics of your
earthly body ? A personal preference, shall we say,
for beer to wine ?"
With my forefinger in the neck of an empty, very
dexterously I flung it into the great hedge, which
received it in silence and buried it among its many
predecessors of happy evenings, far beyond all hope
of discovery, and very silently I drew the corks from
another brace. That hedge must be filling up.
That is why I tried an outer ring with the last empty.
It would never do to have the gardener come in with
the news of a nest of bottles worth tuppence each
jingling in the hedge.
" Existence is essentially finite and therefore es-
sentially mortal. But the spirit no more belongs to
the world of mortal things than does the harmony of
the diapason to the mutability of the strings."
" * The proud and careless notes live on,
But bless our hands that ebb away,' "
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